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he blamed me less, and the more fiery Ney, remembering
his own hussar days, cried, c Upon my word, in Marbot's-
place I should have done the same!' All the generals and
my comrades came to express their concern, while Dr,
Brisset was attending to me. The wound in my cheek wa&
not important; in a month's time it had healed over, and
you can scarcely see the mark of it along my left whisker.
But the thrust in iny right side was dangerous, especially
in the middle of a long retreat, in which I was compelled
to travel on horseback, without being able to get the rest
which a wounded man needs. Such, my children, was the
result of my fight, or, if you like, my prank at Miranda
de Corvo. You have still got the shako which I wore, and
the numerous notches with which the English sabres have
adorned it prove that the two hussars did not let me off.
I brought away my wallet also, the sling of which was cut in
three places, but it has been mislaid.

As I said, at the moment when I was sent in search of Neyy
the French army was drawn up in its position, commanding
Miranda de Corvo, expecting an attack. However, Welling-
ton, deterred no doubt by his losses on the previous days,
checked the march of his troops, and Massena, seeing this, deter-
mined under cover of the approaching night to pass through the
town and long defile of Miranda* I was in a painful position,,
having been on the march for two days and a night, and now
severely wounded and weakened by loss of blood, being-
obliged to pass another night on horseback. The roads were
fearfully crowded with baggage and artillery wagons and
numerous columns of troops, against which I was always*
running in the pitchy darkness. To crown our disasters, we-
came in for a heavy storm. I was soon wet through, and sat
shivering on my horse, for I knew that if I got off to warm
myself, I should not have strength to mount again. Mean-
while my wound caused me acute pain ; so you may judge how
I suffered during this cruel night.

On the morning of the 15th the army reached the banks-
of the Ceira, opposite Foz de Arunce, a small town on a hill
commanding the river and the level ground on the left bank.im the motives wMch. had led me on,
